-467]          THE BOOK OF THE DEAD           183

my home. But now, in the depth of her villainy, she has branded
not herself alone but the whole of her sex and every honest
woman for all time to come."

' "Alas!" I exclaimed. "All-seeing Zeus has indeed proved
himself a relentless foe to the House ofAtreus, and from the be-
ginning he has worked his will through women's crooked ways.
It was for Helen's sake that so many of us met our deaths, and it
was Clytaemnestra who hatched the plot against her absent
lord."

( "Let this .be a lesson to you also," replied Agamemnon.
"Never be too gentle even with your wife, nor show her all that
is in your mind. Reveal a little of your counsel to her, but keep
the rest of it to yourself. Not that your wife, Odysseus, will ever
murder you. Icarius' daughter is far too sound in heart and
brain for that. The wise Penelope! She was a young bride when
we said goodbye to her on our way to the war. She had a baby
son at her breast. And now, I suppose, he has begun to take his
seat among the men. The lucky lad! His loving father will come
home and see him, and he will kiss his father. That is how tilings
should be. Whereas that wife of mine refused me even the satis-
faction of setting eyes on my son. She could not wait so long
before she killed his father. And now let me give you a piece of
advice which I hope you will take to heart. Do not sail openly
into port when you reach your home-country. Make a secret
approach. Women, I tell you, are no longer to be trusted. But
to go back to my son, can you give me the truth about him? Do
you and your friends happen to have heard of him as still alive,
in Orchomenus possibly, or sandy Pylos, or maybe with Mene-
laus in his spreading city of Sparta? For I know that my good
Orestes has not yet died and come below."

* "Son ofAtreus," I answered him, "why ask me that? I have
no idea whether he is alive or dead. And it would be wrong of
me to give you idle gossip."

* Such was the solemn colloquy that we two had as we stood
there with our sorrows and the tears rolled down our cheeks.
And now there came the souls ofPeleus' son Achilles, ofPatro"